Worcester, and by the time they reached that place a few
days after the fight at Warrington, they needed a rest
badly. Charles took advantage of the enforced delay to
have himself proclaimed with more display than he had
hitherto permitted himself. He had his royal declaration
read to the townspeople and graciously received the magis-
trates of Worcester. They were sorry to see him, but made
the best of it and with a show of enthusiasm provided such
entertainment as the town afforded.

Before the army was ready to resume the march, Crom-
well was upon them. Unable to cope with the Scots in the
hills, his Ironsides were much the better walkers over flat
country. He had never doubted that he would overtake
the invaders in plenty of time, nor was he less confident of
the result when they met. He had his usual faith in the help
of God. Besides, his troops outnumbered the Scots almost
two to one since he had effected a junction with Lambert.

It was the anniversary of Dunbar as he moved to the
attack. He encouraged himself with the memory of that
miraculous victory as he advanced upon the walls of
Worcester while he sent Lambert to cross the Severn and
assail the city from the other side. Charles came out in
person to meet the chief of his foes, leaving Leslie with the
reserves and despatching a detachment to hold Lambert at
the river. His plans were skillfully laid, but there could
be only one outcome. The Scots fought gallantly under
the eye of their King and with his example before them,
but Cromwell was constantly bringing up fresh men.
Leslie with his usual caution refrained from throwing his
reserves to certain destruction. The troops sent to check
Lambert failed, and came pelting back into the town.

Nevertheless Charles persisted in his forlorn hope. Three
times he led his horsemen in desperate charges that drove
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